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And if it 1 ike your maiefty, I know him very well.. 

King* Go call him hither. 

Flew* I will and it fli3ll pleafe your maiefty. 

^.Follow Flewellen dofcly at the heeles , 

The gloue he wearcs,it was the foldiers.* 

It may be there will be harmc bctwcenc them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant, 

And being touche, as hot as Gun-powder .• 

And quickly will returnc an iniury. 

Go fee there be no harme betweenc them. 

Enter (agtdine Gower, Flewellen , and the 
Soldier . 

Flew . Captaine Gower , in the name of Iefu 
Come to his maiefty, there is more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you heare, you fir. 

Do you know this gloue? 

Flew . I know the gloue is a gloue. 

SottLS'xt I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Heftrikeshim . 

Flew . Gods plut, and his Captaine Gower ftand away* 
Ilegiuc treafon his dueprefently. 

Enter the King , IFarwicke, Clarence , 
and Exeter , 

King. How now? Whats the matter ? 

Flew. And it fihall pleafe your maiefty, 

H eere is the notableft peecc of treafon come to light" 

As you fhall defire to fee in a fommers day. 

Heercis a rafcall,beggerly rafcall is ftrike tfic gloue, 
Which yo*r maiefty in perfon- 
Took e out of the Helmet of Alanfoni 
And your maiefty will beare me witneffes , 
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oj Kent y the fift. 

And teftimonies, and auouchmenw. 

That this is the gloue. 

Soul. And it pleafe your maiefty. 

That was my gloue. 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 
promifed me to wearc it in his hat * 

] promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

I met that Gentleman with my gloue in shat. 

And I thinke I haue bene as good as my worde. 

Flew. Yonr Maiefty heares, 

Vnder your Maieftycs man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 

King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, thisus the fellow ofit. 

It was 1 indeedeyou promifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter words. 

How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his necke anfwer it, 

If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 

Soul. My Liege, 

Alloffences come from the heart: 

Ncuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common man: 

Witncffe the night, your garments. 

Your lowlineffc 5 and whatfoeucr 
You recciucd vnder that habite, 

I befeech your maiefty, impute it 
To your ownc fault, and not to mine* 

For your felfe came not like your fclfe : 

Had you bcene as you feemed then to mee, 

Ihadmadeno offence, my gracious Lord, 

Therefore I bcfeechyour grace to pardon me. 

Kin . Vncklc, fill the gloue with Crownes, 

And giue it to the fouldicr. 

Wcarc itfcllow, 
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